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Bailey,  Marie  Johnston 


Lincoln's  Grave 


"Oer  the  green  and  rolling 
prairies" 
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BEIITHACKEE,  ADA  FBHKT  LINCOLN'S  GETTYSBURG  ADDRESS    w|e*  w6rds,  rath  suchneaning  ■  ft 

Written  for    and  contributed  to 

Life  With  The  Lincoln.  • 

Aba  p.  $rtnl>arkpr 

"Just  Another  Hooaier  Poet" 

2201  Alabama  Ave. 

Ft  Wayne,  Ind. 

LINCOLN'S  GETTYSBURG  ADDRESS. 


Few  words,  with  such  meaning,  were  ever  expressed 
As    those     of  Old  Gettysburg  fame. 
It  was  then    our  great  Nation    was  sorely  depressed 
Over  death1 s  heavy  toll    in  their  latest  conquest. 
Lincoln  there    made  an  immortal  name. 

Eighteen  -  sixty  three  -  on  November  Nineteen, 

On  the  sight    of  that  famed  Battlefield, 

Stood  a  man    with  bowed  head,-  his  soul    brave  and  clean 

His  memorable  words    have  made  sacred  that  scene. 

His  soul    to  his  country  revealed* 

Such  immortal  statements    ho  made  on  that  sight, 
On  Old  Gettysburg1 s  burial  ground, 

As, -"All  men  -  God  created  alike,  black  and  white," 
"Let  this  mark  a  new  birty-'for  freedom  for  right," 
"May  this  Nation    endure,  firm  and  sound." 

"United  we  stand,  and  divided    we  fall." 

Such  words    gave  Abe  Lincoln    his  fame; 

"This  governments  made  by  us,  one  and  all, 

And  her  people    together    must  rise  to  the  call, 

For  its  cause     justifies    every  claim. 

More  than  Sixty  long  years  have  rolled  by  since  that 

( speech, 

But  its  Deauty    grows  clearer      each  year; 

Not  a  wrrd    which  he  spoke    has  man  dared  to  impeach, 

Its    power    into  ages    forever  shall  reach, 

Till  the  world    shall  our  LJ.ncoln^revere« 
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Gilbert  C.  Berlew 


FIFTH    STREET  AT  CAPITOL  AVENUE 


September  26,  1932 


Today,  I  stood  at  the  tomb  of  the  mighty— • 
Of  Lincoln,  transcendent  of  fame, 

And  a  feeling  of  rev' rent  emotion 

Thrilled  through  my  heart  and  my  frame; 

And  I  paused  in  brief  thought  to  assemble 
The  virtues  that  made  him  so  grand, 

That  won  the  affections  of  millions 
Who  people  this  glorious  land. 


I  thought  of  his  youth,  oh,  so  lowly, 

Where  his  struggle  for  knowledge  began, 
Where  truth  and  .justice  and  "courage 

He  learned  marked  the  true  measure  of  man; 
I  thought  of  his  kindly  desire 

To  avoid  giving  pain  to  all  life; 
How  charity,  justice  and  mercy 

He  exemplified  nobly  through r strife. 

And  I  thought  how  he  yearned  by  the  people 

Happiness  might  ever  be  borne, 
H  ow  roses  he  planted  so  freely, 

Supplanting  the  pain  of  the  thorn; 
I  thought  of  his  wisdom,  and  patience, 

The  high  plane  of  his  public  career; 
How  he  towered  in  acts  of  the  statesman, 

With  wisdom  surpassingly  clear. 

How  truly  he  trusted  the  people 

To  recognize  views  that  were  just; 
How  confidence  grew  with  his  ruling 

As  they  gave  him  their  hearts  and  their  trust; 
How  deep  was  his  passion  for  freedom, 

As  wide  as  the  world  in  its  span, 
Ne'er  halting  at  race  nor  condition, 

But  thinking  alone  of  the  man. 
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FIFTH   STREET  AT  CAPITOL  AVENUE 


How  he  struggled  to  bind  strong  the  nation 

That  rebellion  had^roken  in  twain, 
To  bring  back  the  proud  "erring  sisters," 

One  family  united  again; 
How  in  hours  of  menacing  trial, 

His  pathway  obscured  by  night, 
He  sought,  alone  and  in  silence, 

God's  wisdom  to  guide  him  aright. 

So,  as  I  stood  near  his  bodily  presence 

At  the  tomb  that  affection  had  reared, 
I  thought  no  king  or  commander  of  amies 

Has  memory  more  deeply  revered— 
Revered  not  alone  by  our  people, 

But  nations  far  over  the  sea 
Extol  his  grandeur  of  manhood 

In  statues  of  fond  memory. 

Though  decades  have  passed  one£  the  martyr 
Since  God  gave  his  final  long  call, 

Still  in  spirit  he  moves  midst  the  people, 
Inspiring  and  heartening  us  all. 
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ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


Lincoln1 s  furrowed  face, 
Rich  with  inner  grace i 
Lincoln*  from  the  place 


Lincoln*  gentle, kind, 
Soul  by  God  designed; 
Lincoln;  intertwined 

,ath  freed&mls  cause. 

Mercy  was  his  f@rte, 
Pity  his  support, 
Love  his  last  resort 
to  save  a  life. 

Lincoln-be  it  known- 
Meigned  from  sorrow1 s  throne; 
Lincoln  trod  alone 


Galled  li&inois. 


Lincoln*  unsurpassed, 
stalwart, holding  fast, 
n inning  at  the  last 


uethsemane . 


A  Calvary. 


Barto,  Pa.,  June  5,  1942 

Dear  Dr.  Washington:    I've  written  a  poem— for  a  book  of  poetry  I'm  preparing- 
suggested  by  the  incident  of  the  contraband  singers  in  your  beautiful  book, 
They  Knew  Lincoln,    I  wrote  Florence  Bowers  about  it  and  she  fvrote  back  the 
letter  enclosed,  so  it  gives  me  real  pleasure  to  send  the  copy  of  the  poem 
on  to  you,    I  hope  you  will  like  it  too. 

Sincerely, 

Millen  Brand 
Barto,  Pa, 


THE  SINGERS 

"Mr.  President,  perhaps  you  and  Mrs.  Lincoln  would  like  to  hear  the 
singers," 

He  knew  they  were  good  singers. 

From  the  long  throat  of  the  Mississippi 

deep  and  throbbing  out  into  delta  grief 

and  the  inexhaustible  pain  of  the  Gulf  Coast 

had  heard  tlirm.    Such  pains  of  truth  J 

as  their  straining  song  came  out  in  the  evening — 

strong,  deep,  returning  from  his  fcoung  manhood. 

"Nobody  knows  what  trouble  I  see. 

Nobody  knows  but  Jesus." 

They  were  close,  crowded  in  the  encampments 
around  the  city  now — in  the  barracks- 
learning  to  read  in  Duff  Green's  Row. 
Thousands,  tens  of  thousands  of  born  slaves 
who  when  the  Union  troops  got  near  them, 
escaped,  "joined  up"  as  they  called  it — 
desperate  to  be  free — and  had  been  sent  back 
in  boatloads  by  General  Butler  from  the  linus , 
sent  back  to  Washington  as  "contraband," 
"materials  of  war."    Some  stayed  with  the  army. 
Others  escaped  directly  to  the  Capital, 
coming  in  hidden  in  hay 
to  the  alley  str.bles,  to  the  camps. 
The  great  problem  of  the  w:.r,  and  its  origin. 
He  sometimes  walked  by  the  contraband  camps  ^ 
on  his  way  to  the  Soldiers'  Home 
■and  stopped  to  talk  to  the  war-frc^d  slaves. 
White  pcopjjr/had  come  to  teach  them 
to  road,  figure,  sew,  to  prepare  them 
for  a  different  life.  Mary, 
his  wife,  had  contributed  money  and  gifts. 
He  v.iraa  ~  close  to  their  sadness  and  singing. 
In  the  Illinois  flatlando  he  had  drawn 
the  falling  leaves  of  eternal  sadness. 
He  touched  the  whispers  of  death  in  song 
and  it  helped  him,  enabled  him  to  pass  the  blind  moments 
of  f-.tiguc  and  self -rejection 


(2) 

^tien  his  life  was  close  to  death. 

The  carriages  passed  slowly  through  the  streets,  the  horses  stepping 
with  the  sound  of  iron- 
Mary's  skirts  clouded  past  his  knees , 

He  was  glad  they  were  gcing  to  hear  the  contrabands  sing. 

All  the  -.;erds  he  had  said  or  written 

George  Robdrtson  from  Springfield  his  despair 

over  the  problem  of  ilavery: 

"The  problem  is  too  mighty  for  me— n 

He  had  written,  The  Autocrat  of  all  the  Russians 

would  sooner  give  up  his  crown 

and  proclaim  his  subjects  free  republicans 

than  American  masters  voluntarily 

give  $ip  their  slaves.    Now  he  was  fighting  slavery, 
and  if  he  had  the  right  support,  perhaps,.. 

The  carriages  began  to  slow, 

they  halted  to  a  bugle,  and  his  guests  got  out. 

He  walked  over  to  the  back 

"here,  as  always,  the  eld  folks  sat, 

and  stood  with  them  as  they  waited. 

All  the  blacks  were  dressed  especially  for  him, 

some  in  clothes  they  had  gathered 

from  the  battlefield.    Cast-off  blue 

•and  some  gray  rebels'  uniforms 

taken  after  the  rebs'  retreat. 

He  bowed  hi3  head  and  they  prayed, 

then  he  stood  with  thorn  ready  for  the  singing. 

Dark  heads,  some  bare,  seme  covered, 

raised  like  black  seraphim  out  of  rem  shirts 

and  the  m-tlcy  debris  of  the  battlefields — 

and  a  lino  of  books  stretched  from  hand  to  hand, 

the  witness  that  the  bowed  heads  could  read. 

First  all  together  they  sang, 

"My  country,  itis  of  thee,  sweet  land  of  liberty-" 
And  as  they  sang,  the  voices 
beg'.n  to  novo  in  him 

with  the  old  power  of  sadness.    Next  they  sang 

in  delta  basses  cvortoncd  with  death, 

long  years  of  torment  and  the  whip, 

"Nobody  knows  what  trcuble  I  see," 

The  uniforms  of  Nvrth  and  South 

swelled  under  the  throbbing  breaths 

and  the  long  deep  chords  as  they  sang, 

"Nobody  knows  what  trouble  I  see. 

Nobody  knows  but  Jesus," 

TVhcn  the  song  was  ended,  he  lifted  his  hand 

and  wiped  some  tears.    He  felt  choked 

They  sang,  "Ithank  God  that  I'm  free  at  last," 

Sang  with  the  growing  conviction 

towards  their  freedom,  towards  being  forerer  free, 

sang  from  the  throat  as  if  they  would  never  stop. 

They  sang  "John  Brown's  Body." 

"May  God  send  dean,  his  loving  kindness 

And  his  blessings  on  the  black  man's  friend, 

give  him  strength  to  carry  the  world's  troubles, 

throw  aground  him  the  mantel  of  protection," 
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threw  around  him  the  nantol  of  protection," 

It  was  the  blackness  speaking  to  him, 

the  porer  and  the  agony  of  longing 

through  c-vcrpresont  uhispors  of  death.. 

Sun  shone  on  the  carriages  hocking  for  his  guests, 

On  the  haunches  of  the  horses. 

June  1942 


June  4,  1942 

Mr,  Millen  Brand 
Barto ,  Pennsylvania 

Dear  Millen: 

I  see  no  objection  at  all  to  your  using  that  material  as  you  hove 
done  in  your  very  fine  poem.    It  ~ns  net  Dr,  Washington^;  it  belongs 
to  his  race,    I  think  he  aculd  be  delighted  to  see  your  poem  himself. 
His  address  is:    463  Florida  Avenue,  N,  \7, ,  Washington,  D,  C, 

All  the  best  ds  over. 

Sincerely, 
Florence  v7,  Bovors 

E,  P.  Dutton  nnd  Company  Inc. 

Publicity  Director 


The  hands  of  hope  with  eager  sight 
Reach  fair  aerobe  the  great  divide 
To  Ask  for  guidance  and  for  light 
Xror.i  one  who  was  our  manhoods  pri  fo 

-  Ons  who  with  mm  at  V^shington 
In  Sivil  War  tinea  awful  strife 
Di.soursed  a  aoig  ty  nation's  funds 
To   :a\T3  t.}.  :      it  i  :n*&  uoeful  lifo. 

Proud  youDftf  were-  ve,for  in  our  youth 

And  tx-ust  and  pride  in  our  ability 

Great  Lincoln  and  Groat.  Stanton  saw  the  truth 

£lhins  in-our   .ork  feat  ih.zm.-dtiA  for  humanity 

Proud  were  we  of  our  place  and  powor 

To  interpret  the  laws  mt  for  offiolal  guide  , 

And  to  Judg.j  and  wake  our  own  laws  each  hour 

That  would  rail  ore  iliatreos  and  cast  rod  tape  aside  . 

Proud  wore    e  in  our  jjroat  love  for  each  other 
And  in  the  admiring  friendahir  of  offioial  llffi 
?roud  to  b*3  oa  led  by  all  men  a  brothor 
Bngaged  in  humanity's  work  and  strife  • 

had  no  jlaytime  aftor  office  hours ,- 
IJi  .  t«  and  Sunday o  at  arriving  transports  then 
Pound  us  preparing  the  free  gifts  of  first  aid  stores, 
And  helping  thousands  of  shot  and  dying  men- 
And  as  *•  o  uiBtid  among  them  with  hot- brandy  drink- 
Lifting  a  jundt    head  with  one  L.t.r.1,  .n  3  •  ith  cur  .it  lips 
He  often  said  "  Oh  but  thats  gnod"  but  I  think 
You  need'nt  try  the  boy  next  to  mo,  its  too  late 
Ho  prayid  to  git  hero  alive,  but-  o^uldnt  wait" 

Other  Sundays  found  us  in  some  groat  hospital  tent 
There  with  Walt ^Whitman  we  brought  mirthful  Joys, 
-  wrote  th :r  lottex  "To  . .-  h-rH  ind  -'ith  Lincoln  bent 
Ana  held  the  hands  of  dying  soldier  fc*ya — -  .  . 

C  One  hot  S.rdv.   5.    walking  unto  Armory  Square 
iioo]  ital  n&  not  the  President    coming  out  with 
tear  illuminod  ny-^o;  Ho  put  both  arms  aroundrce 
and  said  "  my  boy  you'll  find  a  lot  to  do  in  there 
I  aan't  stand  it  any  longer  •  • 

We  know  the  now  greatest  man  as  few  others  did, 
Vhiie  he, sweating  blood  to  oavo  the  nation, 
Sub/a.r^'Jd  rsell  and  all  rank  for  tho  co  r.ion  good 
And  gave  his  h;art  to  the  common  soldi  >rs  ntation. 
"   ?L   K2S&  HOLD  LfY  HABD  TILL, ITH  0T11  f 
3  .11  by  an  eager  soul  fed  enquiring  face  , 

u  •  •.  vrt  r  on  liny,  arid  pathetic  thon- 
And  even  more  bo  no  -.  in  menory»  or, ace  « 
The  thousands  still  living    ho  mm*  war'a  .'ork 
Will  bloas    ;e  for  ayain  recalling  to  view 
The  scones  that  in  resssmbrance  sadly  lurk 
An d— ur go- ~itzr to  -vow  —% hat  niT"T"arT_aHaXl^aneij' " W~ 

"1th  the  world  bafore  us-  and  isoth  h-arts  for  it 
[a  together  t rare  11  »d  the  Ion  -  road  to  success  , 
tn 'lW  .and-. literature, In  acinnco  and  merit 
•••-•••I-K-upli^-t-ing-'  tailsiiiwlfflr  and--  A«j*4er •in*:— d  i  a-t  r  - 
In    Kikin-;  th  j  world  useful  YOU  yrew  contented 
And  so, like  our  f;-  ini  I  m  Clemens  ,you  m«  day 
Laid  Ioti  your  hxrp  and  ling  and  passed  away  . 
In  all  those  lonr  roaj.  >cted  and  busy  years 
«  Of  .uore  Joys  than  sorrows  ,-moro  smiles  than  tears- 
Wo  have  sometimes  talk  id  of  writing  "Our  Book*} 
But  -it-,  you  o-n'j  ;'ro:    rarth  •         t  its  kxxkk  joined  birth 
This  fond  L.-imorial  t.vi.  pUM  for  full  worth  . 

HIR-41  MORGAN  BROW 
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LBKUKL  HAGTIUGS  ARNOLD 

The  hind*  of  hops  with  eager  Bight 
Reach  far  across  tha  great  divide 
To  ask  for  guidance  and  for  light 
Prom  one  who  was  our  laanhooda  priie  \ 
•  Oris  who  with  nas  at  Washington  \ 
In  Civil  War  times  awful  strife  > 
Disbursed  a  mi  -,.  ty  nation's  funds 
To  save  the  Nation's  useful  life. 

Proud  youthe  were  ve.fox  in  our  youth 

And  trust  and  pride  in  our  ability 

Great  Lincoln  and  Qrsat  Stanton  saw  the  truth 

Shins  in  our  *>ork  for  thsra  and  for  humanity  . 

Proud  ware  p*  of  our  placa  and  power 

To  interpret  the'  lora  ni.  for  official  guide  , 

And  to  j udg. j  and  males  our  own  laws  sach  hour 

That  would  relieve  distress  and  oast  r  ;d  tape 


S  A  >cW^)  p^C^:*  ^-£\l 


aside 


Proud  were  ws  in  our  groat  love  for  sash  other 
And  in  the  adsUring  friendship  of  offioial  lifffr 
Proud  to  be  oa  led  by  all  man  a  brother 
Engaged  in  humanity ' e  work  and  strife  • 

fg    had  no  playtime  after  office  hours  »- 
ights  and  Sundays  at  arriving  transports  then 
Pound  uo  preparing  tho  free  gifts  of  first  aid  stores 
And  helping  thousands  of  Bhot  and  dyin>-  men- 
And  as  we  prosed  among  them  with  hot  brandy  drink- 
Llftinij  a  Jean*    head  with  one  hand,and  with  cup  at  lips 
Be  often  said  "  Oh  but  that e  gnod*  but  I  think 
You  nf»ed*nt  try  the  boy  next  to  mo,  its  too  late 
He  prayed  to  get  here  alive,  but-  o-uldnt  sfait" 


Other  Sundays  found  us  in  some  great  hospital  tent 
Where  with  Valt .Whitman  ws  brought  mirthful  Joys, 
-  Ixots  their  lsttor  "To  Mother*  and  with  Linooln  bant 
And  hold  ths  hands  of  dying  soldi >r  boys  . 

(  Ons  hot  Sunday  if  walking  unto  Armory  Square 
Hospital  ws  mst  tho  President    coming  out  with 
tsar  illumined  eyasj  Hs  put  both  arms  aroundm* 
and  said  "  my  hoy  you'll  find  a  lot  to  do  in  thoro 
I  can't  stand  it  any  longer  "  . 

Ys  know  ths  now  greatest  man  as  few  others  did, 
While  he  .sweating  blood  to  saro  the  nation, 
Submerged  self  and  all  rank  for  the  common  good 
And  gars  his  heart  to  the  ooramon  soldiers  station* 
•  PLEASE  HOLD  UY  HAIID  TILL,  ITS  0VJ3t  ■ 
Said  by  an  soger  soul  fed  enquiring  face  , 
Vus  heart  rending  and  pathetic  then- 
And  even  more  so  no  <,  in  menorys  space  • 
The  thousands  still  living  who  a  aw  war's  work 
Will  bless  me  for  again  recalling  to  view 
The  scenes  that  in  remembrance  sadly  lurk 
And  urge  uo  to  vow    that  no  wars  shall  renew  • 

With  the  world  bofore  us-  and  both  hc-irts  for  it 
e  together  travelled  the  Ion  ;  road  to  oucooau  , 
n  law  and  literature ,in  science  and  L;?rlt 
Ir.  ctpllft l«s  hts3anit7  and  r-:<-Tirv-  *i"?*v*#9 
In  making  the  world  useful  YOU  ;;rsw  oontentoi 
And  so, like  our  fr^ind  S:aa  Clemnno  ,you  one  day 
Laid  down  your  harp  smiling  and  pas:  od  away  • 
In  all  these  long  reat'icted  and  busy  years 

Of  more  Joys  than  sorrows  ,-moro  smiles  Uu«;  teara- 
Vo  h^vo  oometlame  talked  of  writing  "Our  B-ok"i 
But  with  you  gone  frosa  ijturth  before  its  klxfch  Joined  birth 
Thio  fond  tutorial  i;vv   ;  -so  for  full  worth  • 


hir.^ji  morOaii  snoro 


_ 


^itk  ^^^^^^^^^ 


Cooke,  E*  V.  Born    Without    A    Chance         "A  squalid  village  set 

in  wintry  nmd" 

BORN  WITHOUT  A  CHANCE. 
February  12,  1809. 


A  squalid  village  set  in  wintry  mud, 
A  hub-deep  ox-cart  slowly  groans  and  squeals. 
A  horseman  hails  and  halts.      He  shifts  his  cud 
And  speaks- 

"Well,  did  you  hear?    Tom  Lincoln's  wife;  today, 
The  devil's  luck  for  folks  as  poor  as  they; 

Poor  Tom;    Poor  Nance J 
Poor  young  one;     horn  without  a  chance; 

A  baby  in  that  God-forsaken  den, 
That  worse  than  cattle  pen; 

Still,  what  are  they  but  cattle?    Cattle?    Tut J 
A  critter  is  beef,  hide  and  tallow,  but 
"Who'd  swap  one  for  the  creatures  of  that  hut? 

White  trashj     Small  fry, 
Whose  only  instinct  is  to  multiply. 

They're  good  at  that, 

And  so  today,  God  wot,  another  brat; 

A  puking,  squalling,  good-f or-naught 

Spilled  on  the  world,  heaven  only  knows  for  what. 

Better  if  he  were  black, 
For  then  he'd  have  a  shirt  upon  his  back 
And  something  in  his  belly,  as  he  grows- 
More  than  he's  like  to  have,  as  I  suppose. 

Yet  there  be  those 

Who  claim  equality  for  this  new  brat, 
And  that  damned  Democrat 

Who  squats  today  where  Washington  once  sat, 
He'd  have  it  that  this  Lincoln  cub  might  be 
Of  even  value  in  the  world  with  you  and  me; 

Yes  Jefferson,  Tom  Jefferson,    Who  but  he 

Who  even  hints  that  black  men  should  be  free? 

That  feather  headed  fool  would  tell  you,  maybe 

A  President  might  lie  in  this  new  bab^J 

In  this  new  squaker,  born  without  a  rag 

To  hide  himself;     Good  God,  it  makes  me  gag; 

This  beggar  spawn 
Born  for  a  world  to  wipe  its  feet  upon 
A  few  years  hence,  but  now 
More  helpless  than  the  litter  of  a  sow; 
And-  oh  well;      Send  the  women  folks  to  Nance, 
Poor  little  devil;     Born  without  a  chance0" 


Edmund  Vance  Cooke, 


iiere  where  the  war-tide  reachee  its  j'lood 
Hid  battle  smoke  ana  hail  of  lead, 

in  the  dear  earth  that  draak  their  blood, 
forever  sleep  the  dauntless  &Md# 


;iere  in  these  nalloweo  acres  lie 

The  brave  who  fought  that  fateful  day, 

The  mea  v  ho  dared  to  uo  and  di#. 

The  Valiant  blue,  the  g«  11  at  cr<y. 


The  grasses  grow  and  mo s sea  creep 

O'er  ground  once  ret.  with  human  gore, 

and  ^iacoln  speaks  for  those  who  sleep 
The  ao r 0.8  that  live  foreverraore. 


"v,e  can  not  consecrate  this  ground 

Already  hallo wee  by  the  si- in, 
&^$t  we  are        their  v^lcr  bound 
To  see  the?  did  not  aie  in  v.  in. 


it  la  for  us  to  bulla,  a  state 

|a  hich  .new  freedom  shall  have  oirth, 
A  people'  %  common^e,  1th  create 

That  shall  not  perish  from  the  earth." 


(Frank  Brooke  Cowgill) 
Sovosher  80,1937 


» 


here  where  the  war -tide  reached  its  flood 
Mid  battle  amoke  and  hail  of  lead. 

In  the  dear  earth  that  drank  their  blood, 
Forever  sleep  the  dauntless  dead. 


Hore  in  these  hallowed  acres  lie 

The  brave  who  fought  that  fateful  day, 

The  men  who  dared  to  do  and  ale, 

The  valiant  blue,  the  gallant  gray. 


The  grasses  grow  and  mosses  creep 

O'er  grouna  once  reo  with  human  go«e, 

and  ^ineoln  speaks  for  those  who  sler.p 
The  words  that  live  fcreversaGre;- 


lie  can  not  consecrate  this  ground 
Already  hallowed  by  the  slain, 

But  v.e  are  by  their  valor  bo  una 
To  see  they  aid  not  uie  in  vain. 


"It  is  for  us  to  build  a  state 

Where  freedom  comes  to  a  new  birth, 
A  people's  commonwealth  create 

That  shall  not  perish  from  the  earth. 


f Frank  crooks  Cowgilll 
iioveraber  19,1937 


ft 


THE     COAL  MINER 


Vachel  Davis,  coal  miner  artist,  wrote  "The  Coal  Miner 
as  a  companion  piece  to  his  well-known  oil  painting  of  the  same 
title.     Since  the  Centralia  disaster,  the  poem  has  received 
considerable  attention  in  Davis1  native  Illinois  and  has  been 
featured  in  several  newspapers  and  radio  broadcasts.  The 
Eldorado  (111.)  Examiner,   in  a  column-long  editorial,  praised 
it  as  "a  fine  contribution"  and  stated;   "The  poem.  ....is  very 
timely  at  this  time  when  the  hearts  of  an  entire  nation  are 
bowed  in  grief  with  the  stricken  families  of  the  111  coal  miners 
who  lost  their  lives  in  the  Centralia  mine  explosion."  The 
fact  is,  however,  the  poem  is  timeless.     It  is  as  timely  today 
as  it  was  yesterday,  or  will  be  tomorrow. 

--United  Mine  Workers 

Journal 


Deep,   grave,  thoughtful  eyes 
That  daily  face  stark  tragedy  below; 
The  marks  of  suffering  are  stampe  there 
By  the  years  of  hard  toil  do  show. 

'Twas  a  rock  fall  that  got  his  buddy-- 
There--crushed,  broken  at  his  feet — gone  I 
A  terrible  explosion  that  took  many  others, 
Scenes  his  sad  eyes  have  too  oft  looked  upon. 

Blackened  face  and  horny  hands  of  honest  toil, 
His  life  he  daily  stakes  against  odds  great 
And  carries  on,  unheralded,  unsung--oft  misunderstood-- 
Only  a  poor  miner  gambling  with  cruel  Pate I 

In  the  pitch-black  darkness  of  his  world, 
He  thinks  of  wife's  goodbye  and  baby's  coo — 
A  big  lump  comes  up  in  his  throat  at  this, 
If  something  should  happen,  what 1  d  they  do? 

For  shame  that  men  of  selfish,  greedy  minds 
Would  dare  to  paint  him  the  brute  and  knave; 
He,  their  fellow  man  of  God-given  equal  birth, 
In  this  fair  land  that  long  freed  the  slave! 

True,  he  plays  no  grandstand  role  in  life, 
But  his  importance  is  vital,  great  and  just, 
For  without  his  toil  in  earth's  caverns  deep 
Civilization  would  soon  crumble  into  the  dust  I 

— Vachel  Davis 


Copyright  19lj-7  by  Vachel  Davis,  Eldorado,  111. 


WINE 

EDGAR  FAWCETT 

'i  am  a  spirit  strong  and  glad, 
In  gold  and  purple  proudly  clad, 


A  KISS  WITHIN  THE  CUP 

JANE  SEDGWICK 

There  is  no  gladness  in  the  glass 
Unless  thou  pour  for  me ; 

A  DRINKING  PLACE 

EDGAR  A.  GUEST 

I  know  a  drinking  place  that's  gay 
With  music  all  the  livelong  day. 

Yin c ohk   th e 

PAUL  HUNTER 


POE  T 


K|)  /j5~)His  g-enius  rivaled  Shakespeare  and  proud  Milton: 
^— ""^    His  winged  horse  may  not  have  soared  Parnassus, 
He  trod  the  earth  at  Gettysburg, — Manassas, — 
His  hoof-beats  felt  the  soil  and  sacred  ashes 
Of  martyr's  blood  that  liberty  was  built  on ! 
He  had  a  Poet's  love  of  Man  and  Nature, 
He  had  a  poet's  sadness  and  dejection, 
He  had  a  poet's  faults  and  imperfection, 
He  only  lacked  our  Longfellow's  perfection; 
He  had  a  poet's  ear,  a  prophet's  stature ! 
He  had  a  poet's  love  of  rhyme  and  rythm : 
He  hadpa,  sage' a,  sense,  a  Man's  emotion, 
He  haxfyfTfaffmtia  love  and  fond  devotion, 
A  measured  sense  of  justice, — deep  as  ocean ; 
ie  loved  the  melodies  of  earth  and  heaven ! 
The  Savior  of  our  Country  was  a  Poet: 
He  had  a  poet's  heart  and  aspiration, 
He  had  a  poet's  lire  and  inspiration, 
He  had  a  poet's  theme, — a  bleeding  nation ; 
He  had  a  Poet's  Pen, — the  World  shall  know  it ! 

21  Poems  by  PAUL  HUNTER 
Poems  by  CHRISTOPHER  MORLEY 
7  Poems  by  ALINE  MICHAELIS 
10  Poems  on  GREAT  MEN 
10  Poems  on  SHIPS  AND  SEA 
14  Poems  on  HOME  AND  CASTLE 
Poems  on  PHILOSOPHY  AND  DEATH 


reserve  me- 


.copies  of  "Wine,  W  omen  and  Song." 
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*:    Make  America  Great 

Abraham  Lincoln 

Springfield,  Feb.  12,  1841 

The  destiny  of  our  beloved  Country 
Now  rests  with  you,  good  people;  cherish  it; 
This  Government  is  yours!  Your  Senators 
And  Representatives  are  but  your  servants; 
Your  President  is  but  your  servant  too! 

George  Washington  foresaw  this  rugged  race 
Might  spread  across  this  Western  Continent; 
And  Jefferson  bought  all  that  fertile  Valley, 
That  has  become  the  heart  of  this  great  Nation. 
America  must  grow  in  peace  and  honor; 
Our  land  must  grow  by  treaty  and  fair  purchase. 
And  all  new  peoples,  joining  with  our  own, 
Must  have  an  equal  voice  in  all  our  laws. 

This  is  your  Country;  it  will  be  your  childrens': 
Make  America  Great, 
Make  America  Strong, 

Make  America  Independent, 
Make  America  Continental! 

Not  by  force,  not  by  threats, 

Not  by  arms,  not  by  wars,  • — 
But  by  true  Friendship 
And  Benevolence, 
By  Faith  in  Right,  and  Charity 

To  all  Mankind, 
By  honest  dealing  and  fair  trade, 

By  keeping  Faith  and  Treaties, 
And  above  all,  by  fair  Example 

In  good  and  honest  Government. 

Let  every  Man  and  Woman  have  a  voice 

In  every  major  policy  of  state, 

If  we  must  have  elections  every  year. 
Let  us  have  Representatives 

Who  truly  represent  the  People; 
Let  us  send  Men  of  Honor,  Men  of  Trust, 

Men  of  Ability  to  serve, — 
Men  who  think  only  of  their  people, 

And  Men  who  love  their  Country  over  all! 

We  have  good  Neighbors  to  the  North  and  South: 
Canadians,  you  know,  are  like  our  brothers; 
We  want  no  barrier,  no  wall,  no  fence; 
They  are  our  kinsmen,  a  good  hardy  race. 
The  Mexicans  are  not  far  distant  cousins; 
They  come  from  a  once  mighty  race  of  Spain 
And  from  the  first  and  true  Americans; 
They  are  a  noble- race,  but  long  oppressed, 
But  now  they  know  the  honeyed  fruit  of  freedom, 
And  we  can  help  them  to  maintain  its  blessings; 
They  need  our  aid.  We  need  their  trade  and  friendship. 
And  now,  good  friends,  farewell, — God  bless  you, 
God  bless  our  Country,  and  our  friendly  neighbors. 


0  Lincoln:     Thy  great  soul  is  ill  eon  nt 
In  granite  or  in  marble  walls  to  dwel*- 
%  grim  memorials  of  stone.       There  x ell 
A  blighting  oall upon  this  land;   dark  went 
'The  sun  **» thj  tall  *>rm  by  death  was  bent, 
And  yet,  from  out  the  dusk  a  subtle  spell 
Still  lingers,  auguring  that  all  is  well. 
Thy  eross'upbears  a  faltering  continent, 
to  Lincoln!       Canst  thou  not  come  back?      The  oak 
Bpnd3  low  that  once  a  monarch  stalwart  stood. 
The  murmurs  that  thy  throbbing  heart  awoke 
Still  echo  through  the  dar*  anci  dismal  wood. 
Thv  voice  orophetic  to  the  ages  spoke, - 
harbinger  of  peace  and  brotherhood. 


Th: 


Men  of  Sorrows,  Christ  anc  thou; 
When  history  unfolds  her  pages, 
Poets  and  sages,   on  thy  brow 
Will  write  thy  name  "Man  of  the  Agea. 

Benjamin  Collins  Woodbury 

in  "EPIC     &F  SAL3H," 

Goo.  H.  Ellis, 
Los ton,  1926. 
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Endres,  Ethel  Savannah  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  "I'd  love  to  paint  a  picture,  of  that 

quaint  and  furrowed  brow," 

MBRMRXNL  LIWOTM  ' 

I"d  love  to  paint  a  picture,  of  that  quaint  and  furrowed  brow, 
That  sorter  tells  the  story,  of  just  what  to  do  and  how; 
There 11  s  something  in  that  painful  look,  an  Unpre  tent  ions  air, 
And  yet  it  is  of  untold  worth,  for  it  tells  us  he  was  fair. 

Sometimes  I  think  when  all  alone,  he  mused  of  what  would  be 
Mil  down  through  the  centuries,  lie  would  rjct  live  to  ace; 
Somehow  he  knew  much  would  depend,  on  what  he  thought  and  said, 
And  through  that  rugged  life  of  his,  /(he  Lincoln  pushed  ahead. 

He  mist  have  mirrowed  in  his  breast,  and  image  of  his  God 
For  he  ruled  mankind  with  wisdom,  instead  of  lash  and  rod; 
Mi  at  more  could  be  expected,  than  he  did  you  you  and  me? 
Tie  proved  his  worth  for  God  and  man,  in  1863« 


Ethel  Savannah  Ehdres. 


**A  check  list  of  poetry  broadsides  and  pamphlets  associated  with  Lincoln*' 
based  on  the  Rockef  ellerrilcLellan,  and  Harris  collections  of  Drown  University  and 
the  Fiske  Harris  Collection  of  the  Providence  Public  Library"  has  over  1,000  entries* 
The  Harris  Collection  stands  first  as  the  greatest  in  the  world  of  American  poetry  with 
over  200,000  books  and  20,000  broadsides  and  1  have  worked  on  it  27  years  as  well  as  on 
the  McLellan  Collection  given  by  John  D.  Rockefeller,  Jr.,  the  third  largest  Lincoln 
Collection;  the  Fiske  Harris  collection  of  Civil  War  publications  has  over  10,000 
books,  broadsides,  etc.,  and  its  broadsides,  especially  those  published  in  Baltimore 
during  the  Civil  War  have  hundreds  of  notes  made  by  Harris  giving  the  authors  and 
places  and  dates  of  publication* 

Dr.  Henry  B.  Van  Iloesen  said  to  me  nearly  eight  years  ago,  "A  bibliography  of 
Lincoln  poeias  is  greatly  needed  and  you  ought  to  do  it."    So  I  have  been  working  on  it 
since  then  at  Brown,  the  Providence  Public  Library,  Harvard,  Yale,  Boston  Athaneun, 
Boston  Public  Library,  New  Bedford  Public  Library,  American  Antiquarian  Society,  etc. , 
and  have  had  the  assistance  by  correspondence  and  checking  of  my  lists  by  the  librarians 
of  Lincoln  collections  at  the  Illinois  State  Historical  Society,  where  the  late  Harry  E. 
Pratt  and  Miss  Margaret  Flint  gave  steady  assistance,  the  Library  of  Congress,  the 
Henry  E.  Huntington  Library,  the  Chicago  Historical  Society,  the  New  York  Public 
Library,  Duke  University  and  others  including  S*  A*  Solovechik  of  Leningrad,  USSR* 

Although  I  have  most  of  the  data  in  rough  form  on  3,000  songs  and  6,000  poems 
associated  with  Lincoln,  as  it  will  take  another  year  or  two  to  get  them  in  shape  for 
publication,  I  am  offering  only  this  preliminary  check  list  as  Jay  Monaghan  in  his 
Lincoln  bibliography  states  that  he  does  not  include  broadsides  and  other  Lincoln  bib- 
liographers have  listed  only  a  few  of  them.    Because  this  is  the  first  check  list  of 
broadsides,  I  have  included  poems  which  only  mention  Lincoln  and  poems  connected  with 
Lincoln  which  are  antithetical  as  are  many  of  those  by  Southern  authors  and  those  on 
Douglas,  McLellan,  Bell,  Breckenridge,  Vallandigham,  Jefferson  Davis,  Lee,  and  others, 
for  they  contribute  to  an  understanding  of  the  great  soul  of  Abraham  Lincoln. 


Even  such  a  defective  check  list  as  mine  shows  that  Lincoln  is  the  most 
inspiring  man  of  the  ages  for  world  understanding ,  brotherhood t  and  peace  in  "Liberty 
and  ltoion»" 
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Ira  C.  Harper 


ABEAHAlvl  LINCOLN 


"Hi  and  lank,  and  just  a  *  it 


It 


Bell 


1515  Quaill  Ave  nue 
evue,     Pittsburgh,  Pen 


i'he  Lincoln  National  Life  Insuran^^^o 
Fort  Wayne,  Indiana.. 


Gentlemen: 


I've    enjoyed  reeding  your  ads  in  the  weeklies,  although 
I'm  past  the  age  for  benefitting  by  them.    I  even  used  the 
picture  from  one  of  them  to  caption  one  of  my  poems  . 

So  thought  I'd  better  send  you  a  copy: — 


Abraham  Lincoln 


Tall  and  lank,  and  just  a  bit 
Stooped,  as  if  the  weight  of 
Soul-deep  thoughts  was  bearing  him. 
His  face  almost  repelled,  until 
His  eyes,  entrancing  you 
By  their  kindly,  wistful  look, 
Drew  you  resisting  to  him. 

A  hand,  roughed  by  rugged  toil, 
Rested  upon  vour  shoulder: 
Uncouth,  but  seemed  a  benediction 
As  his  great  voice,  softened 
By  a  wholly  understanding  love, 
Spake  comfortingly  to  you 
Of  things  hitherto  unspoken. 

And  when  he  left  you  there 

And  went  a.way,  you  sensed  a  bit 

Of  loneliness  unknown  before. 

But  still  the  memory  of  his  siriile 

Uncloaked  you  with  a  glow 

Unspeakable;  as  if  the  Spirit 

Of  Someone  Divine  had  visited  you. 


Hodgson,  Laurence  LINCOLN  "Sprung  from  the  Earth's  wild  motherhood," 

LINCOLN. 


Sprung  from  the  Earth's  wild  motherhood, 
Streaked  with  the  birth-marks  of  the  Soil, 

His  heritage  the  common  blood 

Made  sane  and  sweet  with  prairie  toil  - 

Native,  he  earns  without  pretence, 

Tragic,  with  Man's  magnificence  J 

Cradled  against  the  open  sky, 

With  Space  to  fashion  and  to  form 

The  knowing  heart,  the  seeing  eye, 

The  stalwart  Faith  to  breast  the  storm  : 

He  made  his  Soul's  horizons  one 

With  the  wide  tolsrance  of  the  sun. 


Brooding  at  nirht  above  the  Book, 

Lit  with  the  pins-knot's  fitful  flare, 

Predestined  so,  he  grew  to  look 
A  symbol  of  some  Mount  of  Prayer  - 

Where,  on  a  lifted  Face,  one  sees 

Man's  life,  man's  hope,  man's  agonies  ! 

The  pioneering  hew  and  hack 
Were  knar led  on  his  prophetic  face  ; 

His  Soul  was  stretched  upon  the  rack 
Of  all  the  serfdoms  of  ths  Race  : 

And,  flaming  up  to  serve  his  deed, 

The  ancient  Faith  of  Hunnymede  I 

He  heard  the  Voice  of  GOD  go  by 
In  .Judgment  on  the  vandal  years  : 

He  heard  the  thwarted  martyrs'  cry 

Thrust  through  Life' s  little  huddled  fears 

And  faring  forth  through  Doubt  and  Pain 

Died  all  the  deaths  of  man  again  ! 

Grown  up  through  grass  and  root  and  rock, 
Earth-tanned  in  sinew  and  in  bone, 

All  granite-hewn  to  meet  the  shock  - 
He  stood  and  grappled  it ,  -  Alone  1 

Hed  Ruin  smots  him  and  he  fell 

Uprooting  Hate's  last  citadel  i 

« 

On  no  Olympian  height  is  set 

The  last  Peace  of  his  countenance  ; 

Nay  ;    wonder  finds  him  grander  yet, 
The  earth's  Cyclopean  Romance. 

Cabined  upon  Immortal  sod  - 

The  symbol  of  the  human  GOD  I 


■  Larry  Ho.  ■ 
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Hungerford,  J.  E.  Fighting  Abe  "Abe  Lincoln,  he  could  heave  an  axe" 
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FIGHTING-  ABE! 


By 

JAMES  EDWARD  RWGERFORD 


Abe  Lincoln,  he  could  heave  an  axe, 

An'  split  a  log  in  twain, 

Or  turn  a  wheat  field  into  stacks, 

Or  weld  a  wagon  chain} 

He  knew  no  fancy  athlete  tricks, 

Or  how  to  exercise, 

But  he  could  hit  some  MIGHTY  licks  — 
And  lick  two  men  his  size! 


He  knew  not  how  to  stoop  an'  bend, 

Or  turn  a  backward  flip, 

Or  clever  ways  men  now  defend 

Themselves,  with  punch  an'  grip; 

He  never  swung  an  Injun  club, 

Or  dumb-bells,  in  a  "gym", 

But  he  could  lick  the  toughest  "dub" 

That  ever  tackled  him! 


His  frame  was  lean  an'  long  an'  lank; 
He  measured  six-foot-six; 
His  legs  were  thin,  an'  sharp  o'  shank; 
His  muscles  hard  as  bricks; 
He  lived  on  bacon  an'  cornbread, 
'Til  he  was  twenty-one, 
An'  slept  on  cornhusks  for  a  bed, 
An'  got  up  with  the  sun. 


He  worked  for  sixteen  hours  a  day, 

An'  grimly  "stood  the  gaff", 

An'  took  whatever  came  his  way  . 

An'  bucked  life  with  a  laugh! 

He  stood  up  fearless,  unafraid, 

When  'er  he  fought  a  fight; 

In  ev'ry  game  he  played  --he  stayed, 

An'  won  by  might  of  RIGHT! 


£.0 
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LINCOLN'S  STATUE 


"Close  by  the  open  court  he  stands, 


LINCOLN'S  STATUS 


Close  by  the  open  court  he  stands* 
An  olive  wreathe  clasped  in  his  hands; 
His  lips,  long  silent,  seem  to  spe°k 
A  word  of  comfort  to  the  weak 
Who  daily  pause  beside  him  there 
0 1 er-burdened  with  a  load  of  care* 
A  holy  calm  pervades  the  place, 
And  memory  holds  in  fond  embrace 
All  that  he  did  and  all  he  said 
For,  Lincoln  lives,  he  is  not  dead* 


Enshrined  in  marble,  pure  and  white, 
Serene  he  stands  by  day  and  night, 
A  stalwart  figure,  broad  and  tall, 
A  leader  and  a  friend  to  all-- 
Whose  ample  brow  and  wrinkled  face 
Add  solemn  reverence  to  the  place 
Where  men  from  every  land  and  clime 
Pay  homage  to  his  deeds  sublime* 
So,  thru  the  ages  he  shall  stand, 
The  immortal  martyr  of  our  land* 


Has  Nature  ever  smiled  more  fair, 
While  aged  veterans  linger  there 
To  talk  of  battles  fought  and  won 
Just  at  the  setting  of  the  sun? 
It  seems  the  very  air  we  breathe 
Is  laden  with  the  balm  of  peace 
And,  as  the  evening  shadows  fall 
I  hear  a  distant  bugle  call. 
It  echoes  over  hill  and  dell 
And  whispers  sweetly,   "All  is  well*" 


I 


6  v  e 


"'Inter  winds  howled  round  a  cabin, 

Inside,  lay  a  little  child- 
Restless  in  its  virgin  armor, 

Pure  and  gentle |  meek  and  mild: 
Close  beside  her  dearest  treasure, 

iiancy  Lincoln,  young  and  fair, 
Faintly  whispered,  in  Mae  gloaming, 

Words  of  suppliance  and  prayer. 
'Thwart  the  twilightrs  crimson  curtain 

Falls  the  night  upon  the  land, 
Folding all  the  earth  in  slumber 

By  the  touch  of  God's  own  hand. 
In  the  starlight,  in  the  moonlight, 

In  the  watchnight  everywhere— 
Not  an  augury  from  Heaven 

Stirred  the  palpitating  air. 


In  the  morning,  crisp  and  early, 

All  along  the  winding  trails 
Of  the  forests,   dank  and  hoary, 

3 lew  the  cold  and  Icy  gales— 
But,  Inside  that  lonely  cabin 

Gleamed  a  fire,  warm  and  bright, 
Kindled  by  dear  neighbor,  Enlow, 

In  the  watches  of  the  night. 
Oh,   there's  joy  in  every  boson! 

uove,   to  bless  and  sanctify 
As  a  stalwart  father  enters 

'"here  the  babe  and  mother  lie. 
Silent  prayers  in  whispered  accents 

Fall  upon  the  threshold  there- 
Like  celestial  benedict:  ons 

On  a  world  of  toll  and  'care . 


Mother-l'ovej  so  pure  and  sacred, 

Fate,   so  bountiful  and  blest, 
Meekly  smiled  upon  his  pathway, 

Made  his  id. ss Ion  manifest: 
Days  of  toil  in  field  and  forest, 

Arduous  tasks  to  clear  the  lands, 
Poverty  and  want  and  sorrow, 

Aching  limbs  and  calloused  hands. 
""3  a  the  re  I  in  the  school  of  Nature, 

Growing  like  a  stately  tree, 
Seeking  wisdom,  truth  and  knowledge 

At  the  fount  of  Liberty . 
Governed  by  a  humane  passion, 

Lerciful  and  kind  was  he— 
"Honest  Abe",  the  destined  saviour 

Of  a  Uation  proud  and  free. 

II.  0.  ijierr 
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February  8,  1943 


Dr.  Louis  A.  Warren 

c/o  Lincoln  National  Liie  Insurance  Company 
Fort  Wayne,  Indiana. 

Dear  Dr.  Warren: 

You  will  remember  the  day  you  were  here  we  presented 
to  you  our  Club's  Poet  Laureate,  William  C.  Lounsberry.  I  was 
very  pleasantly  surprised  the  next  day  to  receive  from  him 
a  few  lines  inspired  by  and  commemorative  of  the  event.  Know- 
ing your  appreciation  of  "originals",  I  take  pleasure  in  adding 
this  document  to  your  collection.    While  it  may  not  rank  with 
Walt  Mason1 s  masterpiece,  it  is  far  from  bad,  and  I  feel  quite 
sure  that  under  the  circumstances  it  will  be  of  interest  to  you. 

We  have  heard  from  many  sources  that  your  addresses  be- 
fore our  Club  and  tnose  elsewnere  in  the  city  were  greatly  en- 
joyed.   We  hope  that  we  will  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  you 
again. 

Mr.  McKnignt ,  being  now  fully  convinced  that  direct 
intervention  of  the  D'Jity  and  illegitimacy  have  both  been  elim- 
inated as  causes,  the  true  reason  for  Abranam  Lincoln's  great- 
ness was  his  early  familiarity  with  Robert  Burns,  or  at  least, 
tnat  his  appreciation  of  Burns*  poems  was  conclusive  evidence 
of  his  greatness.    On  this  subject  everyone  is  entitled  to  his 
opinion. 

With  all  best  wishes  for  you  in  your  good  work,  I  am 

WEW:VHE 
Enc. 

cc  Mr.  Alvm  I.  Jonnson 


LINCOLN 

Across  the  fields  of  time 

.here  man  has  met  his  fellow-man; 

and  wrought  with  altruistic  zeal  sublime 
In  doing  good  whe '  er, whate 'er  he  c..n, 

Vhere  ignoble  standards  re  . red  tneir  heads 3 

Amid  interests  adverse  to  truth  and  righteousness 

Built  w~lls  of  opposition  laid  in  error's  beds- 
mils  political, social, industrialand  uncouth 

■jo,  ,ii  A  ...AN  needed  for  our  nation's  hour, 

...  ;  til  CAE,  of  blood  per  cent  one  hundred  pure, 

Child  of  poverty, but  most  ambitious  and  industrious, 
In  surmounting  all  embarrassments  he  met  and, hence 

HE  vON  in  life's  checkered  game, moat  adverse, 

Stately  stepping  forth  to  his  varied  tasks  With  ooioman  sense. 

He  wrote  his  name  across  the  sky  of  human  ilopez 

His  arm  was  long  but  at  its  end  a  hand  there  was 

That  fir nly  held  a  pen  which  wrote  emancipation  for  our  land. 
By  his  mouth  such  words  he  spake 

That  made  mankind  a  world-wid^  notice  take. 

As  a  man  a  stalwart  specimen  he  stood  six  feet  and  inches  T^yr} 

Uncouth  of  feature,  said  some  a  homely  man* 

Perhaps  he  was^until  his  smile  came  forth  from  beauty's  store 

And  kindled  an  expanding  breadth  of  holy  ;low. 
Hi3  persuasive  mirth  was  a  winning  number 

And  most  tactful  was  his  speech    nd  fun- 
All  of  which  becalmed  and  strengthened  him  to  do  and  dare. 

His  nai ae  -  so  precious!  -  often  dwelt  on  lips  of  common  clay 
A3  HQHEST  ABE | enlarge 3  with  the  lapse  of  years. 

Like  lofty  mount. ..indf  stan<^ out»more  bold  to  view 
lis    c  pass  out  from  JUbS3f»g  owe  ring  presence. 

His  birth-du,y  just  passed  and  though  our  age  moves  fast 

/e  cannot  out-ruiLthe  lengthening  shadow  of  this  great  . .  ,n. 
ithin  the  swift  flight  of  years  we  do  well 

To  p., use  ..front  cue  stately  iuonu- ;ent  of  this  good  man. 
.For  it  was  his  goodness  that  made  him  great, and  recall 

Somewhat  of  film  and  "his  achievement. 
Before  his  monument" did  I  say?  -jhere  is  his  monument? 

Not  alone  and  chiefly  in  'Washington  though  it  were 
k  triumph  of  architectural  skill-fts  perpetuity  is  not  assured! 

HI 3  mjiiUaiSNT  IS  IN  THIS  HEARTS  OF  THE  AERICaN  PEOPLE 
hi  eh  defies  the vs rubbling  tooth  oj.  time-*' 

It  is  immortal  as  he  said  of  those  who  died  at  Gettysburg 

ay    e  breathe  afresh  the  atmosphere  of  freedom 
And  start  anew  jfhe  path-w.y  of  toilsome  service 
Exemplified  in  him/  for  one  wo  rid- wide  brotherhood. 

e    re  proud  tq  think  again  of  our  worthwhile  folks. 
Ultiplied  in  every  walk  of  life  from  Washington 

To  the  present  time, as  .yell  as  those  as  great  but  lesser  known, 
/ho  till  the  soil  of  America's  varied  lixo.  7 

They  comprise  fathers  mothers  sisters    nd  brothers 
ho  toil  painstakingly  for  our  nation's  weal. 

.nd  yet  May  hot  be  known  far  from  the  circle  of  their  beloved 
In  heart  devoutly  Christian, in  good  works  faithful 
In  influence  SMSjQRTAL, 

\  OVER 


Irving  R.Love joy 

108  E.&yrrh  st.Corapton 


PURE      A.TER  —  PURE  THOUGHTS 


2    Abraham  Lincoln 

TT, He  walked 
5   In  the  Middle  of  the  Road. 
<b    He  talked 

3 


With  the  Man  who  bore  the  Load. 
He  freed  all  those  who  had  been  Slaves. 
Relentlessly,  he  punished  Knaves. 


5 


'a  He  sacrificed  his  Life  to  give 


An  equal  chance  for  All  to  Live. 


Today, 

We  cherish  what  he  gave  us. 
We  pray 

J That  Greed  shall  not  enslave  us. 
We  ask  that  we  may  ever  be, 
>^   In  verity,  a  Nation  free. 
^    That  all  may  have  an  equal  chance; 
£^  That  freedom  shall  our  lives  enhance. 


We  know, 
_^  He  is  looking  down  today, 
And  so, 

■M  Will  Guide  US  along  the  way. 

_5  XHis  Memory  will  make  us  strong. 

vVe'll  prove,  Our  Nation,  is  of  Worth — 
It  "SHALL  NOT  PERISH  FROM  THE 
EARTH!" 

— Burr  Mcintosh. 

(After  reading,  begin  at  last  line  and 
read  up) 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  DUPLEX  WATER  PERCOLATOR  CO. 


McCook,  Henry  C. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"Simple  and  strong  and  large, 
type  of  the  plan" 


ABRAHAM  LIFC0L1T  ' 

« 

Simple  and  strong  and  large,  type  of  the  plan 
Great  Nature  offers  when  God  builds  a  Man.' 

Great  frame,  great  aim,  great  soul,  Great  Heart,  were  thine, 
A  chosen  vessel  for  a  task  divine.1 

Henry  G.  McCook. 


Msrkham,  Edwin 


LINCOLN  t  THE  MAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE 


"TThen  the  Norn  Mother  saw  the  %irl- 


This  revised  version  was  chosen  out  of  Uvo-hundred-fifty  Lincoln  poems  by  the  committee 
headed  by  Cbief  Justice  Taft,  ro  be  read  at  the  dedientiou  of  the  great  Lincoln  Memorial 
erected  by  the  government  in  Washington,  D.  C,  in  1922.  There  were  one  -  hundred 
thousand  listeners  on  the  ground  and  two-million  over  the  Radio.  President  Harding 
delivered  the  address. 


LINCOLN,  THE  MAN  OF  THE  PEOPLE 


When  the  Norn  Mother  saw  the  Whirlwind  Hour 
Greatening  and  darkening  as  it  hurried  on, 
She  left  the  Heaven  of  Heroes  and  came  down 
To  make  a  man  to  meet  the  mortal  need. 
She  took  the  tried  clay  of  the  common  road — 
Clay  warm  yet  with  the  genial  heat  of  Earth, 
Dasht  through  it  all  a  strain  of  prophecy, 
Tempered  the  heap  with  thrill  of  human  tears 
Then  mixt  a  laughter  with  the  serious  stuff. 
Into  the  shape  she  breathed  a  flame  to  light 
That  tender,  tragic,  ever-changing  face; 
And  laid  on  him  a  sense  of  the  Mystic  Powers, 
Moving — all  husht — behind  the  mortal  vail. 
Here  was  a  man  to  hold  against  the  world, 
A  man  to  match  the  mountains  and  the  sea. 

The  color  of  the  ground  was  in  him,  the  red  earth, 

The  smack  and  tang  of  elemental  things: 

The  rectitude  and  patience  of  the  cliff, 

The  good-will  of  the  rain  that  loves  all  leaves, 

The  friendly  welcome  of  the  wayside  well, 

The  courage  of  the  bird  that  dares  the  sea, 

The  gladness  of  the  wind  that  shakes  the  corn 

The  pity  of  the  snow  that  hides  all  scars, 

The  secrecy  of  streams  that  make  their  way 

Under  the  mountain  to  the  rifted  rock, 

The  tolerance  and  equity  of  light 

That  gives  as  freely  to  the  shrinking  flower 

As  to  the  great  oak  flaring  to  the  wind — 

To  the  grave's  low  hill  as  to  the  Matterhorn 

That  shoulders  out  the  sky.  Sprung  from  the  West, 

He  drank  the  valorous  youth  of  a  new  world. 

The  strength  of  virgin  forests  braced  his  mind, 

The  hush  of  spacious  prairies  stilled  his  soul. 

His  words  were  oaks  in  acorns;  and  his  thoughts 

Were  roots  that  firmly  gript  the  granite  truth. 

Up  from  log  cabin  to  the  Capitol, 

One  fire  was  on  his  spirit,  one  resolve — 

To  send  the  keen  ax  to  the  root  of  wrong, 

Clearing  a  free  way  for  the  feet  of  God, 

The  eyes  of  conscience  testing  every  stroke, 

To  make  his  deed  the  measure  of  a  man. 

He  built  the  rail-pile  as  he  built  the  State, 

Pouring  his  splendid  strength  through  every  blow: 

The  grip  that  swung  the  ax  in  Illinois 

Was  on  the  pen  that  set  a  people  free. 

So  came  the  Captain  with  the  mighty  heart; 
And  when  the  judgment  thunders  split  the  house, 
Wrenching  the  rafters  from  their  ancient  rest, 
He  held  the  ridgepole  up,  and  spikt  again 
The  rafters  of  the  Home.     He  held  his  place — 
Held  the  long  purpose  like  a  growing  tree — 


in  calm  rough -hewn  sublimity. 


And  when  he  fell  in  whirlwind,  he  went  down 
As  when  a  lordly  cedar,  green  with  boughs, 
Goes  down  with  a  great  shout  upon  the  hills, 
And  leaves  a  lonesome  place  against  the  sky. 


by  EDWIN  MARKHAM 
Author  of  The  Man  with  the  Hoe,  The  Gallows-Bird,  etc. 


Copyright  1900,  1919. 


A  Silence  there  expectant,  meaning, 
And  then  a  voice  clear-pitched  and  tense; 
A  thousand  hearers,  forward-leaning, 
Were  in  the  thrall  of  eloquence. 

He  saw  the  graves  of  heroes  sleeping, 
He  saw  men's  eyes  suffused  and  dim; 
A  triumph  great,  a  nation  weeping, 
"Pound  true  expression  there  in  him. 

Not  often  in  a  nation's  Story >/ 
Such  words  supreme,  such  manhood  fine; 
He  gave  that  day  our  grief  and  glory 
The  dignity  of  things  divine. 

Brief  -  so  brief  -  the  words  were  falling 
^re  men  had  time  to  note  and  weigh; 
As  if  again  the  gods  were  calling 


!To  impulse, this,  no  actor  speaking 
Of  thoughts  which  came  by  happy  chance; 
The  man,  the  place,  were  God's  own  seeking; 
The  words  are  our  inheritance. 

A  pause,  a  hush,  a  wonder  growing; 
■A  piophet 1  s  vision,  understood; 
Tn  that  strange  spell  of  his  bestowing, 
They  dreamed,  with  hin,  of  Brotherhood . 

Harrison  D.  Mason. 


L  I  N  0  O  LN      A  N  D  GRANT 

By  Charles  Roscoa  Miles 
Los  Angeles,  California 

Up  from  the  Land  of  Illinois, 

Two  mighty  chieftains  rose; 
They  heard  their  Country's  fearful  cry 

'Midst  threat 'ning,  direful  woes; 
And  both  came  forth,  to  do  or  die, 

In  grappling  with  her  foes. 

And  one  was  tall  and  lean  of  frame,— 

Homely  and  gentle,  he; 
And  one  a  soldier,  stern  and  game, 

With  soul  of  Cilvalry; 
And  both  went  forth  in  Freedom's  name, 

Battling  for  Liberty. 

T:  tasks  of  State  at  the  Nation's  Heart 

The  President  was  called; 
But  gage  of  war  was  the  Captain's  part, 

Where  blood  and  death  appalled; 
And  bot  i  were  marks  for  critic's  dart, 

Hate  and  abuse  that  jailed. 

Pour  years  of  fratricidal  strife 

The  North  and  South  engaged; 
Pour  years  of  carnage,  lire  for  life, 

In  gruesome  war  they  waged; 
AM  the  dance  of  death,  to  drum  and  fife, 

O'er  vale  and  hillside  raged. 

Swiftly  the  tragic  news  went  forth 

Prom  battlefield  to  press,— 
Heart-breaking  news  for  South  and  North, 

Laden  with  grim  distress; 
Bivouac  of  Death  at  camp  and  heart h,— 

War's  wormwood  bitterness  I 

Historic  battlegrounds  were  wrought 

From  mingled  blood  and  lead; 
The  Nation's  heart  was  rent,  distraught, — 

It  bowed  its  bruised  head, 
At  Gettysburg,  the  President's  thought 

Acclaimed  the  honored  dead. 

The  drama  of  the  Wilderness 

Presaged  the  curtain's  fall; 
Cold  Harbor,  Winchester,— ah,  yes, 

The  Caotain  staged  it  all; 
And  his  lieutenants,  keen  n</Less, 

Responded  to  his  call. 

At  Appomrauttox,  scorning  pride, 

The  Valiant  foe  resigned; 
"Let  us  have  peace,"  the  Captain  cried, -- 

Chivalrous  was  his  mind; 
And  war  and  hate  together  died 

In  Union,  re-defined. 

Afar  I  afar!  the  joy-news  went; 

"The  Curtain  Palls  I"  it  read; 
But  on  his  couch  the  President 

Lay  silent,  cold  and  dead  I 
The  Captain's  head  in  sorrow  bent,— 

"Let  us  have  peace,"  he  said. 


C.R.M.    c  1937 


Nave,  Ora  E. 


Lincoln 


In  Lincoln's  great  memor 
I  stood" 


In  Lincoln's  great  memorial  shrine, I  stood 
And  viewed  the  humble  cabin  there  enclosed; 

Where  marble  blocks  protect  the  rotting  wood 
And  crumbling  clay, of  which  it  is  (.-composed,. 

I  walked  upon  the  slabs  of  granite  where 
A  path  once  led, perhaps  a  winding  way.; 

Down  steps  of  stone, now  neatly  leading  there, 
I  saw  the  spring, that  path  was  once  of  clay. 

I  stood  beneath  a  great  oak  tree  that  saw 

That  Lincoln  family  in  the  long  ago; 
Observed  their  poverty, and  natures  law, 

That  fame  may  spring  from  lowly  depths  and  grow. 

I  wondered, could  the  time  be  backward  turned, 
Those  humble  parents  see  that  home  once  more 

And  Tealize  the  glory  that  he  dearly  earned; 
Would  they, their  son's  environment  yet  deplore? 

I  pictured, in  rav  mind, what  great  surprise 
That  rugged  face  of  his  would  show  today, 

Gould  he  return  and  with  his  living  eyes 
Observe  the  homage  that  we  come  to  pay. 

I  saw  the  great  Emancipator  smile, 

His  sense  of  humor  overcoming  him, 
As  he  reviewed  his  life, each  weary  mile 

Beset  with  trials, and  out  often  dark  and  dim. 

How  praises  now, with  monuments, are  reared 
Where  he  was  cursed  and  otherwise  abused; 

And  shrines  erected  where  he  once  appeared, 
Derided  and  of  evil  thoughts  accused. 

How  hollow  are  the  praises  of  the  dead, 
Except  the  living  hear  and  so  take  heart; 

How  better  are  the  kindly  words, if  said 
Before, in  death, we  see  our  friends  depart. 

Lines  written  after  a  visit  to  the  Lincoln  Memorial 
at  Hodgensville,  Ky. 

By  Ora  S.  Nave. 


Norman,  C.  Alb  en 


Lincoln's  Eyes 


"A  picture  hangs  above 
rflf7  desk" 


LINCOLN'S  35YE3 


A  picture  hangs  above  ray  desk, 

Of  one  the  whole  world  knows. 
The  face  is  weather  beaten,  seamed; 

Each  line  some  struggle  shows. 

'Tis  not  a,  handsome,  youthful  face, 

Like  those  we  love  to  see; 
But,  Ah,  there's  something  thrills  my  soul 
it  looks  down  on  me. 

I  seem  to  see  the  waving  flags 

And  lines  of  blue  and  gray* 
I  hear  once  more  the  cannons'  roar,  - 

The  trooper's  charger  neigh. 

I  live,  with  him,  those  awful  days 

Oi  warfare's  weariness ;- 
But,  y^h,  those  eyes  that  look  on  me, 

Reflect  no  bitterness. 

And  so  today,  when  trials  sore, 

The  hearts  of  all  appall; 
May  I,  like  him  come  through  ea.ch  test, 

t'/ith  hate  towards  none  and  love  for  all. 


Palmer , 


William  Kimberly 


V-ZLKl  LINCO 


".'.'here  Lincoln  bleeps ,  ther 
Honor  Keeps" 


WHERE  LINCOLN  SLEEPS 

Where  Lincoln  sleeps,  there  Honor  Keeps 

Her  vigil  night  and  day, 
For  this  Great  Leader  of  the  Race, 

With  his  serene  and  noble  face, 
A  force  for  e'er,  and  aye— 

To  lift  the  burdens,  that  bow  down 
The  weak  in  hamlet,  and  in  town. 

His  Laureled  brows,  the  Centuries  Crown. 
His  helpfulness  abides, 

While  flow  the  ocean  tides. 

Where  Lincoln  sleeps,  there  Honor  Keeps 

Her  vigil  night  and  day, 
And  millions  come  as  to  a  shrine, 

Who  Lincoln  deem  as  half -divine, 
Whose  influence  will  stay,— 

To  hearten  those  who  battle  wrong; 
Who  look  upon  the  Human  Throng, 

As  one  vast  Brotherhood  to  be, 
Loved  by  each  one  and  Deity,— 

To  day,  and  for  Eternity! 

Dedicated 
to 

Peter  Stavropoulos 
William  Roukas  — Harry  Erinakis 


and 

Truman  H.  Kimpton 


by 


WILLIAM  KIMBERLEY  PALMER 
Chioopee,  Massachusetts 


U.  S.  A 


SQEMZ—m  1862 
By  JOHN  JAMES  PIATT 


SWT  be  the  Pilot  in  the  dreadful  hour 
When  a  great  nation,  like  a  ship  at  sea 
With  the  wroth  breakers  whitening  at  her  lee, 
Feels  her  last  shudder  if  her  Helmsman  cower; 
A  godlike  manhood  be  his  mighty  dower! 

Sum  and  so  gifted,  Lincoln,  may.'st  thou  be 
With  thy  high  wisdom1  s  low  simplicity 
And  awful  tenderness  of  voted  power: 
Prom  our  hot  records  then  thy  name  shall  stand 

On  Time's  calm  ledger  out  of  passionate  days- 
With  the  pure  debt  of  gratitude  begun 

And  only  paid  in  never-ending  praise- 
One  of  the  many  of  a  mighty  Land 
Made  by  God^  providence  the  Anointed  One. 


—Prom  THE  NESTS  AT  WASHINGTON  AND  OTHER  POEMS 
By  John  James  Piatt  and  Sarah  M.  Bryan  Piatt  ' 
New  York,  1864.  * 

(Copy  autographed: 

JOHN  G.  NICOLAY 
Washington   D.  C. 
Peb»y  22  1864 


To  my  good  friend  and  fellow  Lincoln-lover  1° 
P.  D.  BLAKESLEE, 


October  22,  1932. 


RISOT,  P.  HAY 


A3RA7X:  UrCOLN 


"Like  a  sequoia  towering  high, 


SEQUOIA  GIGAITTEA 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN: 
SEQUOIA  GIGANTEA 


Like  a  Sequoia  towering  high, 
Or  lofty  peak  against  the  sky, 
Our  Lincoln  looms  above  Mrs  kind, — 
Majestic,  noble,  grand,  'sublime! 


Armistice  Day,  193SN 


\ 


Bisdon,  Frederick  Hay  Ode  to  Lincoln's  Log  Cabin      "0  lowly  hut  of  rough 

hevra  logs  M — 


FREDERICK  RAY  RISDON 

Suite  304  Munger  Block 
3  4  2  North  Main  Street 
Los    Angeles,  California 


ODE  TO  LINCOLN'S  LOG  CABIN 

(How  Enclosed  Within  Lincoln 
Memorial  Hall,  Which  Was 
Deeded  to  the  Nation  and 
Accepted  by  President  Wilson 
at  Eodgenville,  Kentucky, 
September  4,  1916) 


0  lowly  hut  of  rough-hewn  logs  J 
0  cabin-home  of  frontier-folk! 

0  birthplace  shrine!—  To  thee  we  pay 
Our  nation's  debt  of  gratitude. 

Within  thy  walls  was  born  to  us , 
Five  score  and  seven  years  ago, 

That  lad  who,  grown  to  man's  estate, 
Preserved  the  Union  —  saved  our  Land. 

As  president  and  patriot, 

He  freed  four  million  negro  slaves, 

And  gave  his  life, —  a  martyr's  gift, — 
When  stricken  down  by  traitor's  hand, 
v-  * 

A  marble  hall  we've  built  for  thee, 
And  dedicated  thine  abode: 

Memorial  to  him  we  love, 
Whose  mansion  is  Eternity. 

Protected  now  from  storms  of  Time, 
Within  this  building  beautiful, 

Still  stand,  0  sacred  shrine,  and  speak 
To  generations  yet  unborn. 

X.  X 

May  thy  rude  frame  and  mem'ries  sweet 
Inspire  humanity,  and  tell 

Of  him, —  a  product  of  our  soil, — 
Who  loved  mankind  and  liberty. 

And  may  this  "honored  dead"  still  live 
While  ages  pass  —  as  even  now  — 

Enshrined  within  the  hearts  of  men, — 
Our  greatest,  noblest  citizen. 

Los  Angeles,  California 
September,  1916. 


Compliments  of  the 


Risdon,  F.  Ray 


AMERICA'S  GREATEST  NOBLEMAN    ABRAHAM  LINCOLN      MIn  a  log  cabin,  lowly 

born" 


i  * 

AE8AHAK     lltHll  * 

*  AfcSRKM^S    OSBAyESSP   UOBIWH.  • 

*  * 

*  * 

*  In  a  leg  eeein  lowly  i»m|  * 
a  * 

*  Lnryer  true  ^  legislator! 

*  * 

*  ftovor  of  MwWwtfl  ^trtoif  * 


* 


»           tAlmntePi  tin  I  mmm  iiflftiif  If  if  * 

*  * 

*  ft^rfafl  -pithia  the  hearts  of  tm$  * 
■  * 

Our  fftff&eefct  stalest  citizen*  * 

*  * 

*  Lee  Aage&t**  * 

*  C*lifomi*f  * 

*  X018.  * 

*  * 


W.  W.  Rusk 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Alowly  frontier  hut  his  place  of 
"birth  


AMSE 


Lincoln 


"His  name  shall  live  when  centuries 
have  fled" 
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Sowers,  J.  L 


Lincoln,  of  Indiana 


J . L. Sowers, 

22/  W.  McPherson  St., 

Dayton, Ohio 


LINCOLN,  of  INDIANA 

by 

James  Longworth  Sowers 


Across  Ohizu  when  a  lad 

His  father  brought  him.  Naught  he  had 

But  infant  wishes;  in  his  mind 

No  vision  struggled;  left  behind 

Was  childhood' s  lore;  ahead  there  gleamed 

A  land  of  which  the  sages  dreamed: 

A  soil  to  nourish,  bud  and  bloom 

The  seedling,  give  it  light  and  room. 

'Tie  true  Kentucky  gave  him  birth, 

And  other  states  gave  much  of  worth; 

But  Indiana,  in  his  youth, 

Shaped  his  great  spirit  -  taught  him  truth'. 

She  led  the  way  across  the  years 

Of  artless  boyhood,  through  the  fears 

Of  adolescence;  moulded  heart, 

Ere  from  her  arms  he  had  to  part. 

Shall  we  build  now  to  his  mem1  ry? 
Shall  we  do  him  honor?  Can  we 
With  some  belated  maris  of  stone 
Appraise  him  now,  or  least  atone 
For  wasted  years? . .Aye,  bring  the  flute 
And  summon  Muses;  strike  the  lute; 
Sing  him  sonnets,  write  him  lyrics, 
Verses,  poems,  panegyrics'. 
Command  an  artist-architect, 
And  have  him  plan  and  then  erect 
A  noble  temple  -  tower  and  spire 
Love-fashioned  in  his  neart' s  own  fire. 
Raise  it  high  over  tree  and  knoll, 
Near  the  true  cradle  of  his  soul. 
'Twas  here  he  grew  from  child  to  man,- 
A  Hoosier,  and  an  American! 


(Copyright  -<j  .L.  Sowers) 


(Note  -  The  word  "Ohizu"  should  be  italicized.  According  to  the  Bureau 
of  Ethnology,  Washington,D. C.  this  is  the  correct  Wyandot  Indian  word 
for  Ohio  River.  It  is  pronounced  "o-he-zu.") 


Aug. 22,  1952 


The  Lincoln  National  Life  Foundation, 
Ft.  Wayne,  Indiana 

Gentlemen: 

Being  a  native  Hoosier,  and  a  lover  of  the 
life  and  principles . of  Lincoln,  quite  naturally  I  am 
interested  in  your  erection  of  the  Lincoln  monument, 
to  be  dedicated  in  September. 


Shortly  before  moving  to  Ohio,  and  wnile 
residing  in  Muncie,  Indiana,  I  assisted  in  a  drive  for 
funds  to  build  a  Lincoln  Memorial  in  southern  Indiana. 
Having  a  poetic  temperment,  i  became  enthused  with  the 
idea  and  wrote  the  attached  poem  on  the  subject.  This 
poem  is  now  copyrighted  by  me,  and  has  been  used  at 
various  times  in  some  Indiana  papers  and  state  bulletins. 
The  last  I  knew  of  the  Memorial,  a  committee  was  con- 
sidering the  poem  for  a  bronze  tablet  in  the  temple, 
-  if  it  is  ever  built. 


I  am  sending  the  poem  to  you  to  use  in  any 
intelligent, creditable  manner  -  either  as  publicity 
for  the  dedication  of  the  monument,  cast  as  a  tablet, 
or  sicdlar  ideas.  I  ask  no  favor  in  return,  except 
due  credit  and  proper  protection  of  the  copyright. 

1  might  add  that  since  leaving  my  native 
state  I  have  made  material  progress  in  poetry,  having 
had  numerous  poems  published  in  various  magazines  and 
poetry  journals  these  past  three  years.  My  present 
connection  is  Vice-President  of  the  above  mentioned 
advertising  agency. 

With  good  wishes  for  the  success  of  the 
dedication,  I  am 


Cordially, 


f 


JLS.S  /',      J. L.  Sowers 


 _  y 

^^^^  <Sn^£>. 
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0^i^ty\^<>^s  <&stst~d-^  £Les?<y*~^£Z*y  fl&vt^^  ^^tzy^zri^  c^-r-v^Ct^. 
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C.  W.  Stallings 

•Tis  sweet  to  see  tv<x>  brocks  that  steal 

Through  leafy  lawns  and  fiolds  of  green,  y 
.-c      -  otful  v.i-lo..'^  iij.e  dioir  bunks 
And  o'^r  their  purling  waters  lean, 

Till  oh;  omuls  uoov,  .-non  gutter  i?.ig  strength 

From  wooc.eC  slop©  and  grassy  lea. 
Their  currents  sdngle,  each  -with  ouch, 
And  onward  flow  to  Join  the  soaj 

To  watch  the  clouds,  v.ich  fleecy  sails, 

Drift  on  a  placid  sea  of  blue, 
tfc.il  c  j;old-tipped  lances  of  the  sun 

Pierce  duep  their  glistening  amor  through. 

Then  closaly  dra-i/n,  as  if  they're  caught 

In  v?ob  that  fairies*  skill  lias  s;un, 
By  unseen  hands  a  touch  has  .r  ought 

Their  lacy  fabrics  into  one* 

*Ti3  sweet  to  see  taw  lives  that  touch, 

-  "  en  iranly  strength  and  beauty  meet, 
fi  oncoforth  till  death,  through  good  or  ill* 

To  fcreac  one  path  with  trussing  feetj 

To  -walk  as  one,  vrith  even  step, 

The  ago-old  path  our  fathers  trod, 

-.  IncV.ng  course  is  upward  over. 
And  on  io  Euaven  and  to  God. 

******  *************** 

.hen  Beoch3jindf s  hills  are  steeped  in  June, 

And  song-birds  pii>©  their  blithest  lay. 
And  snatc}ies  of  a  lover*  s  song 

Are  wafted  from  the  fields  of  hay, 

'The  valley  by  the  mill-race  flaunts 

Her  latest  gown  of  gold  and  green, 
with  gentian  and  v  ith  columbine 

That  line  the  pleats  and  folds  between. 

O'er  sun-kissed  meadows  white  irdsts  drift 

Lite  gfesn&M  fleets  on  golden  seas. 
And  care-free  children  dance  and  sing 

Beneath  the  scattered  forest  trees. 


A  scarce-felt  breath  of  summer  air 

Seals  tiny  billows  o'er  the  fields, 
re  row  on  row  of  ye  1  Iota  grain 

Before  the  flashing  sickle  yields, 

*iG  joy  to  watch  the  v.avelets  play 

Across  the  seas  of  green  and  gold, 
And  listen  to  uie  lover's  song, 

.hose  burden  W09  is  yet  so  old; 

3ut  Taney  turns  an  earlier  page 

..hen  forest  giants  on  these  hills 
Kept  .silent  waooh  above  the  fields 

. hero  still  ^hc  bhfitafe  bis  love-song  trills, 

And  from  the  long  forgotten  f«C% 

hith  lines  oft  wit  in  blood  and  tears, 
There  oases  a  sound  of  distant  feet, 

ItiXX  oonoine  -hrough  -he  psssiwg  years. 

There  nnowni  a  so .  nd  of  savage  men* 

Of  woodi  iun's  axe,  and  hunter's  horn* 

Of  weary  forms,  with  aching  iihbs, 
huong  -Ju  .  uving  rows  of  corn* 

t3h$m  to  the  ears  come  iiap^.ier  notes, 

Zhat  ..ith  the  breezes  riso  and  fall. 
As  gay  as  ..hen  at  nesting- time 

The  robin  chirps  his  love-mate' s  call. 

For  on  the  3lope  above  tho  fields 

I  ..... s  skirt  Ihe  sluggish  river's  banks, 
-.  re  stood,  in  shade  of  oak  and  beech. 
She  girl-hood  hoia©  of  Kanoy  hanks  j 

And  Uaney  sang  a  ballad  old 

That  came  from  heart  full  blithe  and  gay. 
For,  .  hen  ehe  '.errow*  s  sun  wev  Id  rise, 
'Tveuld  shine  upon  her  bridal  day. 

A  song  as  sweet  as  honeyed  tones 

Of  minstrel's  harp  or  lover's  lute 
Deep  in  her  heart's  recesses  rang 

E'en  .hen  the  sing-r's  lips  were  mute, 

.-hat  though  her  home's  rude  walls  -were  bare? 

The  melody  within  her  30ul 
MM  richer  treasure  than  e'er  found 
In  gleaming  heaps  of  hoarded  gold. 

Her  hand  upon  her  lover's  arm 

In  Dreamland's  moonlit  groves  at  night. 
She  stooped  to  £luck  the  fragrant  bloom. 

Or  from  come  airy  castle's  height 


■She  oav  the  -olucn  fairies  play 

ftM&T  elfin  gaj^s  u^on  the  green, 

.Ami  %/atched  her  happy  subjects  dance 
where  love  vxiC  law,  and  she  a  queen. 

Then  oaise  the  dawn  of  a  new  a^orn. 

As  bright  as  that  celestial  ray 
That  ever  guides  the  filtering  step 

And  lights  anew  the  darkening  way* 

■        ;y  <;.<:■>,  so  » lis  said, 

"Sheii  aaid  becomes  a  wedded  wife* 
For  fancy  skios  above  foretell 
A  happy  hone  and  blissful  life* 

ITo  or^an  pealed  in  measured  tones, 

Ko  vaulted  dome  was  o'er  IMF  head, 
But  iu  hsr  kinsman's  cabin  hos» 

i/  .  '  ■■  merri&rfc  vo.:a  v.  -re  said. 

It  was  the  month  all  nature  smiles, 

The  happy  month  brides  call  their  own, 

?7hen  youthful  Hope  has  banished  Care 
And  seated  Joy  upon  the  throne* 

The  infant  year  had  grown  to  youth. 

And,  lingering*  ere  its  s;an  had  passed, 
Cpon  the  forest,  field,  and  stream. 

The  spring  its  spell  of  beauty  cast. 

The  '  rr  ss  had  donned  the  ir  kirtles  green. 

The  fields  MN  decked  with  buds  and  bloom. 

And  on  the  breeze  rare  blosooxiis  shed 
The  sweetness  of  tfaeif  rich  perfune* 

The  honeysuckle  or.  the  wall. 

The  queenly  rose  of  crimson  hue. 
And  by  bhe  stream,  on  bush  and  vine, 
'  ild  f  lev/ors  in  wanton  beauty  grew. 

The  brooklet  near  the  oabin  sang. 

And  joined  the  \*arblers  of  the  grove  I 
They  sang  thoir  songs  of  faith  and  trust, 
.  •-•   sunj*  a  la^  of  life  ami  love. 

The  hands  what  twined  the  wedding  wreath 

Forsook  -'he  labor  of  kte  loom, 
And  with  an  art  Uiat  Kature  taught 

-:i  bh  -  •       ..  s  •.•.<.:  ........  che  uridt.1  room, 

;&th  pouch  and  horn  the  rifle  hung 

Upon  the  raOK  aijove  the  door, 
But  rugged  walls  with  beauty-  sailed 

By  fi*agrant  festoons  covered  o'er. 


Bright  youth  and  beauty  gathered  there 

-ro  U  *.lers  fret',  the  fi-  Id  v.ore  found, 
;ind  resting  from  the  chase  there  came 
The  hunter  ??ith  his  horn  and  hound • 

Free  ©battering  Wlrtf  <•  ith  witching  smiles 

A  silent,  tender,  nessag©  pessed 
To  bashful  youths,  who,  from  afar, 
/diairing,  lingering  glances  cast* 

But  hustled  were  Ldrth-provoklng  jests* 

The  benteriiig  .  ord  find  laughter  light* 
iftxen  came  the  hour  their  vov.s  to  pledge* 
That,  hands  as  hearts ,  as  one  unite* 

On  ii!.dd  foot  tli©  bridal  :  air 

Before  the  hoia6*HBade  altar  stood* 

ho  in  the  pride  of  youth  and  strength* 
She  in  the  bloom  of  womanhood. 

Hare  charm  had  touched  her  di  pled  cheek* 

By  summer1 s  roving  sephyrs  browned, 
And  sparkling  dark  blue  eyes  beneath 
A  brow  by  golden  tresses  oro..ned» 

The  stars  that  ruled  her  natal  day, 

-if.    gave  the  -..  a."  a  .  :  c  so  .'  \r. 
Had  cast;  her  form  in  gr  ceful  -  old 

And  placed  the  seal  of  beauty  there* 

As  fair  as  any  flower  that  grew, 

To  fill  with  sweets  the  woodland  air, 

The  glow  that  tinged  her  brow  and  cheek 
Vied  with  che  rose-buds  in  her  h^ir* 

In  accents  faint,  subdued  kb8  low 

s  ;.-iin;jured    onos  -v.:«en  lovers  v/oo* 
As  'iand  clasps  Imnd  their  vows  to  pledge. 
They  softly  breathe  the  words,  "I  do* 

The  simple  rites,  \--ith  prayerful  words, 
Had  joined  their  fates  as  cno  forever. 

Bound  by  the  laws  of  God  and  MB 

With  ties  that  death  alone  can  sever* 

And  they  went  forth  to  walk  as  one 
The  rose-strewn  path,  or  s-  ~nv  ,vy, 

Uiile  o'er  their  heads,  by  Heaven  sent. 
Alternate  lights  end  shaao*  s  lay. 

For  ail  must  know  MM  sunless  skies, 

Although  when  clouds  have  shed  their  gloom 

The  birds  cay  sing  their  sweetest  notes 
And  bu-s  may  burst  in  richer  bloom. 


Stump 


A  Lincoln  Man 


"Is 


not  this  the  Crisis  hour?" 


A  Li  ncoln  KaB* 

13  not  this  thj  Crisis  hour/ 
"r^o  hath  vision  for  to-nor iow?. 
?h©  loads  ua  O'at  tha  bog? 
It  vill  not  b3  thj  <t«JBBgOgWl^ 
♦Twill  tak a  a  r?an  -  a  Li  nooln  imn.' 

^ho  hath  hop 3  this  Crisia  hour? 
IHlliotti  hoplasa  for  to*raorrow.* 
Who  hath  th  2  Tiaion,  th  i  hjart  *,nd  aouX, 
Thi  cour  eg  i  and  straight  to  aakj  ua  who  la? 

*T?iil3  taka  aman  •  a  rugged  Lincoln  nun.' 

Ota    :iition.  '  *as  *  in  th  j  Crisis  hour.' 
What  nation  icn   a  tha   ay  to-aowo^ 
Truly  '^th-ji  r  .-sins  hay  3  found  thorn  out'.' 
Tha  guily  and  blind  in  mtrirg  doubt: 
•Twill  taka  a  jmn-*    Lincoln  to  1  sad  thorn  out.' 

•r^ill  taka  an  unaalfiah  Lincoln  man 
To  right  thj  wrongs  of  Rraad  again* 
A  mtn.  patiant,  truj,  and  with  a  transit; 
A  man  with  Lincoln's  haight  aa1  langth 
To  load  us  out,  safolv  on  the  way • 

FoTgat  not.  This  is  a  Crisis  hpur.* 
Pr&v  that  to-day  m  not  tomorrow.1 
A  truly  nobl  i  Lincoln  mn  ia  found 
To  guide  our  Ship  &mv  from  ground. 
Pr&v  for  a  man.'  A  itjadfast  Lincoln  mn.f 


C#H.  Sturap. 
Fob  .  9,  1954. 
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Weatherby,  u.  C. 


LINCOLN 


"Three  quarters  of  a  centruy  ago, 


it 


i 


incoii 


Three  quarters  of  a  century  ago, 
As  pioneering  annals  plainly  show, 
A  tall  and  rugged  man  from  prairie 
west , 

Arose  to  power  upon  ambition's  crest. 

To  save  the  Union  whole,  his  fond 
desire, 

He  urered  throughout  the  land  in  words 
of  fire, 

And  "bowed,  at  last,  to  force  of  awful 
war, 

Convinced  naught  else  could  unity 
restore. 

Great  streams  of  blood  and  gold  were 
sacrificed 

To  keep  divided  peoples  tightly  spliced; 
Though  not  till  years  when  they  were 

'neath  the  sod, 
Could  ev'n  their  heirs  unite  in  sierht 

of  God. 

How  oft  we  weigh  this  fearless  man 
of  might 

And  question,  was  his  passion  wrone*  or 
right? 

Could  not  two  nations  stand  as  well 
as  one? 

Examples  gird  the  earth,— but  Lincoln 
won. 

Ignoring  doubts,  how  grandly  still  he 
stood 

For  what  the  millions  thought  was  sound 
and  good. 

For  them  he  nobly  led  the  way  and  died, 
Enough,  alone,  to  win  eternal  pride  1 


—  0.  C.  Weatherby 


108  Crestview  Road, 
Columbus,  Ohio 


